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Patic, “ke retlgion, myth, has every 
tight to concern ttself with the pounding of 
blood and the rumbling of thunder, with 
tndélicate sensations indelicately rendered; 
its finesse Lies in the grafting on such 
“ibidinous roots of the more déeltcate stems 


of feeling.” 


Even gorehounds have hearts. 


I know, because I am one myself. As is Joe Linsner. Joe 
is the latest in a generation of very graphic artists 
--including Vincent Locke (Deadworld) and Tim Vigil 
(Faust)-- who are gorehounds. Unapologetic gorehounds. 

A ‘gorehound’, for those of you who don’t know, is a 
person who enjoys violent melodrama, as a release, as a 
‘fix’, as rousing form of entertainment and, yes, for some, 
enlightenment. In this day and age, it usually applies to 
apparently rabid fans of horror media. The basest (and, 
sadly, accurate about 48% of the time) species of gorehound 
is the Freddy/Michael/Jason/Leatherface fixated teenage 
mediababy who indescriminately reads Fangoria, Faust, 
and paperback horrors, devours splatter videos, and dresses 
up like hisvher demented ‘hero’ for conventions and 
Halloween. This caricature is definitely a disturbing one for 
most people, and takes many unsettling extremes; from the 
crass merchandising of these imaginary mindless, canniba- 
listic pedophiles (have you seen the “Freddy/Jason and 
Victim” squirtballs in the department store toy racks? Who 
are these ridiculous and repellent toys meant for?), to the 
Jason-fixated teenage gorehound from Groonfield, Massa- 
chusetts who killed a female classmate with a knife before 
hanging himself in the woods. The abyss that lies between 
such cynical exploitation and all-too-real human tragedy is 
dizzying and dark very dark. 

‘And somewhere in that darkness is the genuine article: 
horror fiction that is real, human, of substance --that 
explores rather than exploits, and is therefore of value. By 
looking into those shadows with unflinching clarity of 
vision, confronting our nightmares and fears, we may 
indeed find enlightenment of a kind. 


* Raymond Durgnal, Franju, Movie Paperbacks/University of California 
Press, 1967/68, page 80. 


It would be impossible to plummet those depths --that 
Pitchblack aertness --within the confines of this short 


introduction. But keep it in mind, dear reader, and its 
lesson: this material can be dangerous. It can, and 
sometimes does, bite. 


As storytellers and gorehounds, we count on it. 


Nor is it this introduction’s job to make the journey into 
that night; Joe Linsner has done it in the following stories. 
This is the nightwalk, in Joe’s footsteps, left in the ink and 
tones on white paper as a map to the darker comers he 
chose to explore. 


Cry For Dawn is Joe’s debut, and its clarity, intensity, 
and attention to detail --as a storyteller and visual artist is 
bracing; it is as ambitious as Berni Wrightson’s own debut 
anthology, Bad Time Stories, in the early 1970's. Like 
Bad Time Stories, Cry For Dawn is also a potent, 
personal statement of the times: Berni summed up the best 
Of the ‘60's quality horror comics and pointed the way for 
the ‘70's, while Joe arguably provides such an individual 
axis for the ‘80's looking into the 1990's. Whether Joe will 
stand the test of time as well as Beri, who knows? But he 
has definitely put his best blood-spattered foot forward. 


Joe also has heart. Graphic as those tales often are, they 
are seldom gratuitous, exploring as they do the darker 
extremes of love, family, and pubescent rites-of-passage. Of 
course, ‘gratuitous’ is a personal call, especially in a genre 
that revels in excessive reminder of our mortality, where 
gory style is too often a substitute for any substance. There 
is a Aaa’ that drives Cry For Dawn's grand guignol that 
is refreshing in the reptilian shadow of the oe rgeur 
cold-blooded violence typical of the current pack of 
‘mature’ comics. 

Joe’s work aves have heart, emotionally and viscerally, 
and therein lies the bedrock for his stories and, one hopes, 
his future growth. “The more delicate stems of feeling” are 
at work here, though no punches are pulled, and for my 
money this sets Joe apart from the rest of the pack. He is as 
facile as his most accomplished ‘gorehound’ peers, but I 
find my mind and heart engaged as well. 

And as I said, even gorehounds have hearts. 

Pve got one myself. It’s in a jar, over here. 

--SR Bissette 


(with apologies to Robert Bloch) 
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HoRROR WAS A FACE, AND YOU 
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DO, YOU REMEMBER, LAST MAY, 
z was. OVER Your HOUSE / THAT | 
STUPID FRIEND OF YOURS , LAURA, 
CALLED AND SAID THAT ‘SHE WAS 
TRYING TO KILL HERSELF...WELL, | 
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AGAIN, THE CENTER OF THE PROTESTORS 
ATTENTIONS 1S 46 YEAROLD JUSTICE 
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QUIT _WHININ’ You. 
SONOFABITCH.,, YOU DONE 
WITH THAT? GO0p—— 
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ENTREE - 


CLEAN THAT. 
SHIT UP OFF THE 
FLOOR , THEY SAID, 
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NOTICES «. 
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Now YOu GO CHECK 
(IT OUT_ BEFORE THAT 
FOOL STARTS UP 
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There’s a scene in Gordon Douglas’ 1954 film 
THEM where a little girl, catatonic and clutching a 
doll with a broken head, is brought back to reality 
when some ammonia fumes are wafted up into her 
nose. Her reaction is quick and simple, she begins to 
scream. Why? 


Because she had to think. 


It seems that all too often we're content to 
relegate the feelings of horror to the knee-jerk 
reaction; the cat that leaps through an open window 
to instill a false sense of calm just before the knife 
wielding maniac enters upon the unwitting vic- 
tim...”Cut, that’s a wrap, the kids’ll love it.” 


But there’s more. You've seen our maniac, our 
monster in the closet [or basement], our night terrors 
and our dark man on the street, hiding his own 
terrible secret. And, hopefully, you wonder, “What 
if..Could that have really..and hey, I once knew a 
guy who...” 

And you think. 


Horror, terror, true fear, there’s things about it 
that cut you to the quick both physically and 
mentally, because, somewhere, deep inside, you're 
contemplating that all important “What if?” 


In William Friedkin’s 1973 film The Exorcist, 
Friedkin shows Father Karras thinking, not just about 
12 year old Regan, who may or may not be 
possessed by the devil, but about his obligations to 
his ill mother, living alone in a deteriorated neighbor- 
hood, about his own faith, about humanity as 
symbolized by a subway beggar crying out for help. 

Jason Miller, portraying the troubled priest, fears, 
and thinks. His actions are intertwined with his 
emotions. When Karras is facing the devil in Regan 
McNeil, the demon challenges Karras not only in 
physical appearance [via Dick Smith’s magical bodily 
contortions] but also challenges Karras in mind, 
where the true horror takes grip on the frazzled 
priest. 


But fear cannot exist in the mind only. While both 
Joe and myself would each deride the tendency to 


simply exploit violence and gore, we're all too aware 
of both the power, and necessity, of both. At a New 
York comic convention this past year, artist Gene 
Colan was a member of a panel discussion on the 
state of horror in comic books today. Gene was none 
too pleased with the increasing tendency to “show it 
all”, to exhibit the extremes. The term visual 
splatterpunk was bantered about. Gene suggested 
that the 1951 film version of The Thing starring 
James Arness was a perfect example of the way 
things should be, using shadows and creepy music to 
instill fear. 


Joe and I don’t buy it, Sometimes, when it's 
necessary, a look into the face of fear goes where no 
shadow is able. John Carpenter proved that in his 
remake of The Thing. James Arness seems pretty 
tame in 1989, as do the wolfman and the mummy, 
but as Karloff and Lugosi have become tame, by the 
same token Jason, Freddy and Michael Myers have 
become lame, nothing more than one dimensional 
serial killers. 

‘Somewhere in between, there’s a true face of fear, 
grinning, waiting to pop up and stare us down, if 
only we say, “What if?” 

What you've got in your hands is the product of 
helluva long time time in planing and execution. 
Some two years ago, sipping iced tea over my 
typewriter with the other Joe, we learned just what it 
took to produce a comic book [not too much 
cash-just a lot of guts and work]..So we said, What 
in 

Now, you're holding our “What ifs?” Best that 
we can hope for is that we've succeeded in tingling a 
few spines, prickled the hair on some necks, and 
made a well-lit room seem somewhat darker, the 
shadows a bit longer. And finally, we leave you, with 
one last thought. 


Wait ‘til next time. 
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What Scares Me? Bingo, right off the bat we've got the old 
vagina dentata ([ think all males fear this one), a whole bunch 
of the other stuff contained herein; the guy in the closet, the 
teeth and the razor blades bit (which was an actual dream I 
had well over a year before Hellraiser even came out, so 
there). Axes. Chainsaws. That six fingered hand that opened 
up Chiller Theatre. Ice cubes (or tinfoil) on my front teeth. 
Biah,blah,blah.and so on-- 


Well, these things are nasty, but not truly nerve-shattering. 
When thinking about these things I always know in the back 
of my head that they’re simply exaggerations; that the odds of 
facing these things in my day to day life are pretty slim. 
Knowing that defeats them. 


But..what sa24y makes me tighten up my shoulder blades, 
turn my knees inward and bite hard upon my bottom lip? 

Ignorance --or I should say, lack of vision. People who let 
their prejudices overcome their reason. Stupid things build up 
everyday and I can’t believe half of it goes as far as it does. 


Things like that silly woman who made a big fuss over 
Married With Children instead of just changing the channel 
on her idiot box. People like Tipper Gore and Jimmy Swaggart 
(who had Playboys lifted from 7-11’s, then got caught 
paying a prostitute to let him masturbate in front of her), and 
the idiots who sent, and still send, their money to him. 


The concept that abortion might actually get outlawed 
again scares the hell out of me. “What about the baby, doesn’t 
the baby have any rights?” Doesn’t the mother have any? 
Shouldn’t she have the right to make up her mind for herself? 
This & America, right? 

In the ‘60's, comedian Lenny Bruce got nailed (crucified) 
for using naughty words to prove a point. Some very 
narrow-minded people saw only a few words taken out of 
context, and passed judgment over him. And now, at the end 
of the 1980's, the same thing is going on with Guns ‘n’ Roses 
(though not to the same extent -- good thing) with their song 
“One In A Million”. Once again, people who refuse to step 
back and take a look at the whole picture. 


I think what truly scares me the most is the realization that 
the one-eyed beast known as cezsacshja knows no bounds 
--to it, nothing is sacred. A few weeks ago, I caught the Bugs 
Bunny and Daffy Duck cartoon in which Daffy utters the 
famous line, “Shoot me now,” and, much to my horror and 
dismay, they had edited out the footage of him getting shot. 
How stupid do they think today’s youth is? Do they really 
expect thousands of kids to all run out and blow each other’s 
heads off? Those cases that you do get deal with kids who are 
already touched to begin with. 

Too many people out there have no imagination. What 
scares me is that these people want to run the world. 


And they wonder why my work Is riddled with angst... 
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The artist would like to 
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Both artist and writer owe 
a great deal of thanks to 
Stephen R. Bissette, for 
both his introduction and 
invaluable amount of help 
in our putting the book 
together. We would also 
like to thank, in addition to 
you, our readers, the dis- 
tributors who chose to 
carry Cry For Dawn. 
Thank you. 





For information regarding submissions, or if you'd just like to write, address all correspondence 
to: CRY FOR DAWN Productions, 21 Jasper St., Valley Stream, N.Y. 11580. We'll 
read it all, honest & truly, even the criticisms. 


‘Typesetting: Robert F. Saunders 
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